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Of the Reverend 


Dr. Benjamin Calamy; 
Miniſter of St. Lawrence Jury London, Who bales - rfl Life on Sunday the 34 of January, 168; 


Duis matrem in funere Nati Here vetat * Flere 


S$ when ſome Tempeſt rages in the Air, 
And againſt all the Wood-proclaims a War, 
The Humble Shrubs are ſcarce concern'd at all, 
Only the Oaks and mighty Cedars Fall; | 
Thoſe are a Prize to Beggerly and Low, 
But theſe become the Greatneſs of the Foe. * . 
Thole remain Safe, becauſe Defenceleſs quite, 
But againſt theſe -doth their own Greatneſs Fight, 


_ Fust thus it is in the Afﬀaults of Fate, 
Fa Fram Herd is ſeldome Brave or Great; 
They by the Foe do Unregarded ly, 6Q£-& 
And Live fo long till they wou'd choſe to Die. 
But where you ſee a large and ſpacious Mind, 
Where Worth and Virtue are with Learning join'd ; 
Where Noble Thoughts do with like Deeds conſpire, 
And the whole Man is Perfe& and Inrire; 
There you may ſee the Malice of our Fate, 
And what Misfortunes doth on Virtue wait, 


But might have Challeng'd Immortality, 
| Meet ſtill the ſooneſt wich their Deſtiny. 

Theſe are the Nobleſt, and the greateſt Prey, 

And Fate by this, goes a compendious way; 

For ſhe Wounds us, whilſt ſhe doth theſe Men Slay. 
Thus he Great BEN with all his Learning Dies; 
Too Early,and too Deara SACRIFICE, 

He whoſe great mind was with all uſeful Knowledge fraught, 
That Nature ever gave, or Art has Taught; 

He and his Worth are Wither'd, cold, and Dead, 
And the Treaſures of his Mind are Fled: 

Nothing has ſcap'd the fizrce and angry Flame, 

But his great Memory and Immortal Name. 

Nought ſuch a Loſs can equal or befar 

Leſs than his powerful Eloquence and Wit ; 

Some ſmall remains of thoſe with us abide, 

Bur all the reſt the envious Dark doth hide. 

Some ſingle Sheets indeed the Preſs imparts, 

The reſt are writ upon the Hearers Hearts: 

His Charming Periods are paſt and gone, 

.- And in his Peoples Lives muſt now be ſhown. 
Pity ſuch Words in tranſient ſounds ſhould Die, 
Or in a Study unregarded ly; 

Pity each falling Line had not been Writ 
In-Charactors as laſting as-his Wir ; 

That the next Age by him might learn to make 
Thoſe Rules, by which they from that Place ſhould ſpeak. 
The. Goſpel in ſuch ſtreaming Senſe did flow, - 
When the Apoſtles Preach'd ro Men Below: 


Whilſt thoſe that never could deſerve to Die, C 


MD — 


The Current ſometimes troubled was, I own, 

Which by his ſeeming Liſping oft was ſhown; 
But *rwas the Torrent of his Eloquence, 
The ſtrife berwixt his crowding Words and Senſe; 
Still with ſuch hidden Influence he could dive, 


" Ahd'to his Hearers Breſt himſelf derive ; ' 


So gently touch each Fault and Feſter'd Part, 

Yet the charm'd Patient not betray the Smart. 

Could ſuch a pleaſing Force Evidence ſhow, 

Yet ſtill the Sinner unoffended go: 

It prov'd his Sermons could like Lightning Pierce 

Quite to the Blade, the Scabbard ne'er the wort : 

Which ſhows thou only, and ſome happy few, 

The true and genyine Art of Preaching knew. - 

Our Church will own, tho ſhe receives a Blow, 

Yet ſtill a Numerous Race of Youths can ſhow, 

Who by thy Doctrine and Example fed, 

May come in time our Churches Cauſe to Head. 

And, Oh! If thy Example this can do, 

Why did'ſt thou not let fall thy Spirit too ? 

But ſay Bleſs'd Shade, fo ſoon why would'ſt thou go, 

And take thy ſelf from mournful Us below : 

Tell me did'ſt thou by a fore-ſeeing Eye, 

See ſome Black Tempeſt gathering in our Skie; 
Was that the cauſe? ———— 

I rather think the partial Hand of Fate 

Did but too ill thy Soul and Body Marte. 

If the Soul's Gaol the Body Stile we muſt, 

Ir:to the worſt of Priſons thine was thruſt: 

Thou tir'd and a weary to the-Grave did'ſt come, 

But leaye that Life which was grown Burdenſome. 

Hold, happy Shade, here muſt my Number ceaſe, 

No more I will preſume to vex thy Peace; 

Beſides I ſee thy | Predeceſſors ſtand, 

To meet and joy thee to the promis d Land. 

Go happy Saint, and there injoy that Reſt, 

Which here on Earth is ſtill deni'd the Beſt. 

All we can do, is to Adorn thy HEARSE 

And hang it round with this poor Mortal VERSE. 


This may be Pzinted, R.L-S. 


LONDON, 


Printed by George Croom, at the Blue-Ball in 
Thames-ſtreet, near Baynard's-Caftle, 1685, 
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